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The dance had stopped, and the dancers broken
up, A sort of wildness crept into the house. Not
far away3 in Ranelagh, down the dark alleys,
couples were standing in the shadow, body
strained against body in deep embrace. Although
the music in the room had ceased it still seemed to
linger in the trees, and little companies of wanderers
gathered at the garden-gates, watching the house
so brilliantly lit, heard the lean fiddler. Was he
seated among the chimney-pots? Was it some
strain from the Ranelagh musicians? Or an old
beggar fiddling wildly down the road?

Judith saw that she had lost Francis. He
cared no more what she said to him. And then
she saw another thing. She saw that her own
especial Mephistopheles was attracted just as
Francis was. But he was more active. His eyes
fixed on the lovely lady, Georges waited until he
saw her a moment detached, alone. He went
up to her and spoke. How exactly Judith knew
what the tone of that voice would be, the softness,
the charm! His mother's! She saw again, as
she often did when she was with him, that moment
of her childhood when in the bare room the young
man had knelt to the naked woman! Mother
and son. Ah, but he had charm when he spoke
like that, when his body seemed to tremble
behind his voice. She could fancy how his
eyes would shine behind the mask! He spoke.
Jennifer turned. She looked at him and laughed.
He spoke again. She smiled, and they both
moved away together, she leading, he following.

Judith shivered.    She was cold there in the